blue, of pines and sea. On the way I passed through
great olive-groves,, in one of which long since some
countrymen of mine were taken by brigands and
carried away to be done to death. And there were
mighty fig-trees, and mulberry-trees, and acres and
acres of vines, with here and there an almost black
cypress among them. But the pines, more yellow
than green, and the bright blue sea made the picture
that lives in my memory.

Not very long after we were clear of the town we
passed not far from the village of "Louis/5 who won
the first Marathon race that was run under King
George's scepter, Marousi, where the delicious water
Is found that Athens loves to drink. And then away
we went through the groves and the little villages,
where dusty soldiers were buying up mules for the
coming war; and Greek priests were reading news-
papers; and olive-skinned children, with bright, yet
not ungentle, eyes, were coming from school; and
outside of ramshackle cafes, a huddle of wood, a
vine, a couple of tables, and a few bottles, old gentle-
men, some of them In native dress, with the white
fustanella, a sort of short skirt not reaching to the
knees, and shoes with turned-up toes ornamented
with big black tassels, were busily talking politics.
Carts* not covered with absurd but lively pictures,
as they are In Sicily, lumbered by in the dust* Peas-
ants, sitting sidewise with dangling feet, met us on
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